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	1. Duncan I

**Squire**

**Duncan: I**

Flea Bottom had never been so poor in his lifetime. He was 45, lived through rebellions, but never had the people been so non feed. The Tyrells was their cover, and now the Tyrells are on Renly's side. Duncan spins his wine glass.

''Most fine dornish wine.'' he laughs, as he realized the rhyme.

''I agree.'' Malcolm smiled. He was 50, and large. He was fat, and could barely walk, but he owned the Inn, and almost drank all of it.

''Business is tough these days. I wonder when my nephew can work here.''

''He can, Duncan. Just give him something to work with.''

''He wants to be a knight.''

''Hah.'' Malcolm giggled. A knight from Flea Bottom was unheard of, since Davos Seaworth. An interesting man of course.

''Davos became a knight.'' he reminded him,

''Yeah, but when did your nephew smuggle any food into any siege?'', ''is he even a proven fighter?''

''Better than most.''

''Well who isn't. Flea Bottom isn't known for their warriors.''

''Yeah, but he is impressive. I hoped for him to squire for a knight, and it may still be possible. He is at this moment, trying to impress someone.''

''The ladies.'' Malcolm smiled, but Duncan tried to imagine his fat with a woman. He was very fat, and had a grown beard. He looked something like Robert Baratheon, but with a bigger chin and less gold. Duncan was skinny, and had yellow hair. He had a grown beard, and was a decent fighter. He fought in the rebellion, until he got an arrow in the knee.

''Arrow in the knee. Where have I heard that before?'' Malcolm once told him, when Malcolm was fit like Barristan Selmy. Malcolm was a good fighter, and was close to be knighted, until he feel in love with wine, and this bar. This broken bar, with only one customer.

''A bear, a bear, all black and brown and covered in hair,''

''Shut up.'' Duncan hissed at Malcolm that loved to sing childish songs.

''Ya, know, I can fire ya.'' he threatened,

''Ya, you carn.'' Duncan mocked him, ''You fire me, and this inn will be your grave.'',

''I'm never firing you, good friend.''

''I thought we were just friends.''

''Ya.''.

Suddenly, his nephew barged in.

He had long blond hair, and no beard. He was close to 15, and liked poetry and fighting. He was attractive, and Duncan's only "child". Duncan's brother, Daniel, or Dan's father, is a person Duncan never talked about. He never peeped a word, which frustrated Dan for many years.

''What?'' Duncan said surprised, as his nephew barged in the door with something weird in his hands.

''Uncle, I've won a treasure!'' he screamed in happiness,

''Treasure in scaring people off?'' Malcolm said frustrated as he shoke because of the surprise.

''No no, 20 gold dragons, in the tourney!''

''What tourney?''

''The hands?''

''That was like 5 months ago. And how did you win? I didn't see you anticipate. You were actually sitting beside me, remember?''

''I made a bet saying that the Mountain will go nuts and kill someone. And he did!''

''Never seen such a satisfied face, when someone just died.'' Malcolm said to himself,

''Yeah, he killed Jon Arryn's squire. I made a bet of 1 gold dragon.''

''Where the hell did you have one gold dragon from?'' Duncan asked him suspicious.

''You son of a bitch.'' Malcolm hissed as he tried to get up from his chair,

''I lost one gold dragon, exactly 5 months ago!''

''Yes, I'm sorry, Malcolm. Here.'' he said as he gave him 2 gold dragons, which satisfied Malcolm the most. He then sat down, with a bit of money on his hands.

''I want to scold you, but I guess you're too old for that.''

''Yeah.'' he smirked,

His attitude reminded Duncan of his father. The young Alexander, a great thinker and fighter. He was the bravest man Duncan ever met, but he was also 10 years older, which meant that Alexander was his idol. He had a wife, a pretty girl named Betha. She had blue eyes, and red hair, and made men tremble before her. Alex was lucky, he wasn't too attractive himself, but he got her father's blessing, when he won the Tourney of Stokeworth. A regional Tourney, for the lowborns. They happily married, and got two children. Daniel and Leila. Young Leila was gone with her mother, and Alex was broken. He went for find them, but found Betha lying on the ground, with blood on her hands, and nowhere to see Leila.

Alex was broken, and his only son, an infant named Daniel. When Alex died, Daniel was left in the hands of Duncan, and Duncan never wanted to tell the story of how Alex died or his last words that made Duncan cry for years. He kept Dan with Malcolm for many years, in the inn named Flea Inn. A funny name but not the story behind it.

''Who is my father?'' Dan would ask, but Duncan always cried at the thought of telling the story. He always feel a slight disappointment, he wanted to be proven as a father, but he understood how Dan wanted to know his parents, but he never did. Duncan always stopped the thought of thinking about his parents again.

''What are you going to use those 18 gold dragons to?''

''Well. I've already used half of them.''

''What?''

''I talked with one of lords of King's Landing and they told me that I can squire for someone for a price.''

''9 gold dragons for that?!''

''No, only 2, the rest is kept in a secure place.''

Duncan smiled at the responsible child. He then went of to adventure again.

''Such an energy full kid.'', ''Ya know, he would either be like me, fat and drunk, or like you, boring and a cunt.''

''Why?''

''We were full of this energy in our young ages. Remember when we saw Rhaegar himself singing in Flea Bottom?''

''Ha, beside him Barristan, but no one noticed who he was, but us.''

''I wanted to hug him, but Barristan almost cut me in half.''

''Now look at it. Our king is a little blond haired kid, and five kings are fighting some stupid war.''

''The kingdoms cannot agree on anything.'' Malcolm said sad,

''The dragons made peace.''

''What do you know of dragons?''

''Nothing, but they sound cool.''

''Ya haven't said the word cool in 30 years. Please don't say it again.''

''Alright.''

A customer entered. He had a half burned face, which made Duncan jump. But he was their first customer in a while.

''Hello, my good Ser. What can I please you with?'' Duncan said politely and the man made eye contact.

''I'm no Ser.'' he spat. ''I want one of those chickens.''

''Grilled or burned?'' he asked him,

''Grilled. And wine.''

''Yeah.'' Duncan smiled as he went and made chicken.

Malcolm looked at him. The man looked at Malcolm worse than Malcolm looked at him. He must have gotten much fatter than he realized.

The man had steel armor, which probably made him rich. Malcolm looked deeply at him. He then realized who it was.

''Aren't you a Kingsguard?'' he asked him,

''Yeah.'' he answered cold and drank the wine Duncan just delivered.

''The.. Hou.. I mean Sandor Clegane.'' Malcolm saved his words, and Sandor nod.

''Are you in any chance in need of a squire?'' Malcolm asked him happy, and Duncan made eye contact with him. Duncan then made a squeeky voice.

''Rather not. Squires makes me sick.''

Duncan delivered the chicken, and Sandor just ate it with his bare hands.

''You're welcome.'' He said politely.

Suddenly, someone barged in again. It was Dan.

''Uncle!'' he cheered,

''I've have a squiring job now!''

''Who is the lucky man?''

''The king himself!'' he smiled, as he didn't realize the horrors that would have come with that squiring job.


	2. Dan I

All Hail His Grace

**Dan I**

_To Whom This May Concern._

_Please Help._

…

The Iron Throne shined in this beautiful evening. Dan stood proud as he watched the king sit on the Iron Throne. His arm was on the seat, and he looked bored. He had a golden crown on his head, and red armor, with a stag. It was light armor, armor not even supposed to be in battle. Here Dan stands, ready to squire for him.

His uncle sent him hundred of messages during the week. Wanting to know how life is, and almost trying to protect him. But Dan was an adult, he doesn't need his uncle anymore, but to live himself. Many nobles and soldiers was standing to hear the High Septon crown the king. Eddard Stark had been executed, for treason, and Dan felt it was justified. Of course, we only heard one side of the story.

_Here stands the youngest king in over a hundred years. _Dan admired the king, but still he looked like someone he would punch in the face.

''All Hail his Grace, the first of his name. King of the Andals and the First Men, Protector of the Realm and Lord of the Seven Kingdoms.'' the fat Septon hailed him. He had a gold clothes on, which made everyone in Flea Bottom hate him. He heard Malcolm say once; ''A fat Septon in the times of hunger, is a sinful one.'' which Duncan agreed on.

Dan went to the kitchens.

''Who are you?'' a fat woman asked him. She was old, and looked like a typical mother.

''I'm Dan.''

''Dan?'' she said confusing,

''Daniel.'' he said once again, but he never said his full name, as he thought it was too long.

''Arh, Daniel.'' she remembered, ''You need to have proper clothes on,'', when she stared at his brown leather clothes, and his black shoes. His pants were white, which made him look like a complete mess.

He looked around and saw many women. Most of whom is younger than him, no one was over 20. Being 15 and a squire was pretty unusual. One of the women even smirked at him.

The fat woman looked irritated at him, and struck his new clothes on his chest. He took it in despair, and went changing.

His new clothes was almost noble. A blue cloak, with pretty fake emeralds, and with a large Lion sewed in. He took it on, and looked at himself. His cloak wasn't fitting with his leather, so he took it off and went with a white shirt under it. He looked more proper. He smiled at himself, and realized his leather shoes actually is perfect with the clothes. He then went and washed himself in the river.

The Rich and Noble washed at home, but the river was for the poor. The river at Flea Bottom was disgusting, and filled with shit. In the Red Keep, washing is at the large Blackwater sea, a beautiful sea, with a sight of dreams. The Narrow Sea was beautiful and filled with fish, which gave them much food, but the winter have already struck the Blackwater.

This day, the sun was shining more than it ever did, and many people were swimming and bathing. Dan took of his pants, but he still had his underpants on. He took of his white shirt, and carefully put his cloak on the side, and began bathing. The water was cold at first, but then the warmth struck. He swam gladly, and so did many people.

After an hour, he choose to swim more east, in to the more slum quarters of the red keep. He then choose to go out, and sit on the grass, when he noticed someone bathing. She was naked, and her bare breast was jiggling back and fourth, and Dan just stared, until she took of notice. She was his age, but more mature looking, and almost taller. Dan then ran away from her.

Embarrassed, Dan sat down, to get his first task. The King had woken up, and it was time to make his bed, which didn't sound much squire-ish. But he did it anyways, and he saw the King's Chambers. It was filled with gold, and his bed was the most comfortable thing Dan had ever put his hands on.

Suddenly someone came in to the door, but Dan was too busy with filling the wine cups.

''Who are you?'' a sound came from behind, a younger sound. He wasn't alone, he heard two ringing sounds behind him, the ringing sounds of steel.

''Your grace!'' Dan said surprised, as he turned around to see the King's blond hair. ''I am your squire.'' he answered politely, and awaited his orders.

He had blue eyes, golden clothes, and a crown on his head. Beside him stood two men, a big one and a smaller one. Dan knew it was Meryn Trant and Boros Blount as they had a reputation for being his dogs. Dan was taller than him, much taller, and more muscular, though Dan wasn't muscular at any point, but more skinny.

Joffrey arrogantly put his hands on the table. ''Of what house?'' he asked him,

''I'm from Flea Bottom, your grace, I don't have a house.''

''You should.'' he smirked, ''House Flea.'' he said, which should be an honor, but he almost cracked up.

''It would be an honor.'' Dan smiled,

''As my squire, you are also my cupbearer.''

''Yes, your grace.''

''Good, deliver me a cup of wine.'' he smiled arrogantly once again, but Dan tried to be cool around the most "powerful" man in Westeros.

Dan went and filled a cup of wine with ease. He gave it, and commanded Dan to sit down with him. Dan did it with ease.

''I have a job for you.'' Joffrey smiled,

''Anything your grace.''

''I want Sansa Stark at my chambers, before nightfall.'' he commanded and Dan gave him a strange look. He then smiled.

''Yes your grace.'' he said and went outside.

He wondered why he want Sansa. _I saw her faint during the execution. What does the king want with her, at his chambers, in the middle of the night?_ He thought, but he wasn't stupid. Of course there is only one thing he could want with her. It was still sunny, so it would be in hours before Nightfall.

Dan accompanied Joffrey to the small council. He delivered wine to everyone, and couldn't stop but hearing what they were talking about.

''Robb Stark has destroyed the army at Green Fork. 5000 good men slaughtered.'' the blond haired, Lancel Lannister reports.

''My little birds have seen reports of Greyjoy soldiers at the north.'' a fat man with no hair says. He knows it's Varys, as his "little birds" are everywhere in King's Landing.

''Maybe to join them?'' Queen Regent Cersei Lannister suggested. She had long blond hair and blue eyes. She looked a lot like Joffrey.

''No, that would be in the Riverlands.'', ''Neither are they raiding, but laying siege to Torrhen Square.''

''Torrhens Square is too far from the Sea. What are these savages thinking?''

''Actually only 50 savages. The rest are raiding the coast, and actually keeping the areas that they raid.''

''Good.'' Joffrey said proud, ''Send all of our forces against the northern army, and let the savages take the north.''

''Your grace.'' Varys tried to say, ''Your grandfather controls the armies.''

''Give word to him then.'' Joffrey said frustrated,

''It's almost certain that he will not charge in on the northerners that easily. Mostly with Stannis Baratheon's army charging on King's Landing as we speak.''

''My grandfather would do it, if I COMMAND it.'' he said, using the word "Command" with a squeaky sound.

''Sweet heart.'' Cersei comforted him, ''Let grandfather control his armies, while you rule the lands.'' she smiled, and he looked at her.

''You are right. I am the king.'' he said proud.

''Who is this?'' Cersei looked at Dan with open eyes.

''I'm, Dan, your grace.'' he said proudly.

''You forgot your house.''

''Yes your grace, Daniel Flea.'' he said, realizing how stupid of a name it is.

''I would've thought you as a Lannister.'' she smiled, ''You look like one.''

''Thank you, your grace.''. She seemed like a nice person, but those few words he will regret.

…

When nightfall, Dan remembered what he had to do.

He went to Sansa's chambers, and knocked on the door. She opened it.

''Yes?'' she said, and Dan saw her beauty. She had red long hair, and blue eyes. A long neck, and she was tall, just as tall as Dan. She was attractive, and she had a sapphire necklace.

''My lady.'' he began, stopping to admire her, ''The king has.. commanded you to his chambers.''

''Can you tell him no?'' she asked him,

''No, it wasn't an offer, my lady, but a command.''

She knew that there was nothing to do.

''What does he want with me?'' she asked him, but Dan felt like she already knew.

Suddenly, someone came walking over to her chambers. He was making a sound.

A small man, a dwarf, he noticed, an imp.

''Cousin.'' he said to Dan that looked strangely at him.

''My lord?''

''Wait, you're not a Lannister?'' he asked serious,

''No, my lord.''

''Well, your hair makes you more of a Lannister than I. Oh well, am I rambling. What are you two up to?''

''King Joffrey wants me in his chambers.'' Sansa told him honest,

''I'm his squire.'' Dan stood proud.

''So you went to tell her?'' Tyrion asked him,

''I only did as his Grace commanded.''

''You find it enjoyable to find him victims?''

''My lord, I have no idea what the king wants with her, and you cannot blame me.''

''I'm not blaming you. I'm seeing if you can be trusted.''

''Trusted with what?''

''The king is a vicious idiot. A combination never seen before.'' he says. He was small, and had a big head and a large nose. He had light brown hair, and didn't look like Cersei, what so ever.

''I know that you're probably a lowborn, but you're his cupbearer, and with that a great responsibility rises.'' he smiles.

''Sweet Sansa, please get back to your chambers.''

''But the king..''

''I'm gonna have a talk with the king.'' as Sansa returns to her chambers,

''You are threatening the king.'' Dan said admirably.

''My nephew is a cunt.'', ''No other words can describe him. The Mad King II.''

''Then why do you support him?'' Dan asked,

''I don't. Obviously not, but I'm hand of the king, and with that power, I can change the world how I like it.''

''You're acting hand.''

''Yeah, what's the difference? Until my father comes to King's Landing, I'm the hand of the king, and Joffrey is taking everyone down.''

''What will you do?''

''Do whatever it takes.''

''What does it take?''

''A cupbearer makes sure no poison is in the cup. sweet boy, You will not make sure of that.'' he smiles.

''I don't hope you're suggesting what I think.'' Dan almost panicked,

''Sadly, yes.''

''Why would you share this information with me?''

''Oh.'' he sighed, ''I did not realize you having no idea of how big of a monster he is.''

''He is the king.''

''So was the mad king. But no one has any love for him, right?''

Dan began shaking, and tried to walk away. But Tyrion almost stopped him. Dan then walked away, but his hand got grapped by Tyrions.

''Meet me tomorrow at my chambers. I have things to discuss.'' he smiles and leaves. Dan walks to Joffrey's chambers, opens the door and he saw Joffrey with a weapon on his hands.

''Where is the bitch?'' he asked clearly, and Dan began shaking.

''Lord Tyrion told me to not bring her, your grace.''

''I give you orders, not the dwarf.'' he spat,

''Yes your grace.'' he looked down.

''Ser Meryn. Bring me a whore instead. I don't want my arrows to be wasted, at least not when there is whores to shoot.'' he smiled, as Meryn goes away.

_Was he trying to kill Sansa Stark? Did the dwarf save her, or was he just bluffing? _He thought as he waited to Meryn Trant, accompanied by some happy women.

''Boros, tie them.'' Joffrey smiled, and the women giggled. Joffrey then loaded his crossbow, and the woman looked at him weirdly.

''You.'' Joffrey looked at the one, that isn't tied, ''Hit her with this.'' he smiled as he gave her a mace. The woman then began crying, but smashed the tied woman open, as he saw her insides come out. Even the pedophile, Meryn, looked disgusted, but Joffrey laughed, and shot a crossbow on the crying woman. The tied one, didn't even talk as her insides fell down.

''Dan, please clean it.'' he smiled, and looked at him. Dan knew that this was Joffrey's revenge, a revenge of satisfaction and humiliation. Dan then cleaned it.

_Maybe I should meet with Lord Tyrion tomorrow._

/

_Thanks for reading. Please leave a review, and tell me what you think. Also, you may predict what the letter is about (the one with "Please help"._


	3. Duncan II

_This chapter takes place 1 week after last chapter._

All hail the Treason

**Duncan II**

_To Whom This May Concern_

_Please help. I'm in this dungeon. Forever.. please help._

…_.._

''You play this stupid game way to much.'' Malcolm spat and looked at him play Cyvasse. A game which frustrated Malcolm, mostly because how bad he was at it. He lingered in his cup.

''I need to see my nephew. My paranoia is killing me.'' Duncan ignored him.

''I can understand. Then visit him.''

''I cannot just go in to the Red Keep. It's been a week since I've got the last letter from him. I wonder what has happened.''

''Stop being paranoid. Maybe he has forgotten you.''

''Thanks, that helps.'' he says sarcastically.

''The king is saying goodbye to some princess.''

''The Myrcella girl?''

''That's the one. One of the boys told me. Maybe he'll be at the Kings side.'', ''I would go.. but I have seen many kings in my life, and I don't want to see another.''

''Also, you're fat.'' Duncan laughs and so does Malcolm. He then leaves and goes outside for the slum.

The smell never bothered him, but it smelled of shit combined with different kinds of shit. The slum was quartered in to small parts, and there was always water and piss on the floors, which made Duncan's fine leather shoes wet. He walked outside, and saw people walk around, some where excited for the king, some were not.

''We are hungry.'' he heard one say, as he joined the conversation. Usually this happens; the peasants talk together, and anyone could join if they wanted to. Fat, old or young, everyone were almost the same; not able to eat or fight.

''There is nothing to get here.'' the guard said frustrated. Duncan noticed that he had Lannister armor on, instead of the goldcloak. The goldcloak are supposed to guard the city, not the Lannister soldiers.

''Hey you.'' A small man noticed Duncan, ''Are you in?''

''In for what?'' he said, as he noticed his white clothes, which was dirty and all kinds of destroyed.

''Come.'' he smiled, as Duncan walked with him. He seemed to trust these people, as they usually weren't rapists or murderers, but hungry men.

''Listen men!'' an older guy screamed, as he walked in to a smaller inn. It was much smaller than Malcolm's and destroyed. It wasn't a working inn, but a talkplace for many men. The older guy was his age, but much more aggressive when he talks.

''How can we let our children be hungry at these times?'' he asks the crowd, ''HOW can we let these sapphire eating cunts, take our food and invest it in gold!'', ''Yes!'' the crowd cheered, and it made Duncan interested.

''Even the high fucking septon is fat!'' he addressed, ''They talk about sins, but they do much themselves.''

''I cannot believe I would say this, but the mad king was better!'' one person said, and they agreed.

''Maybe it's because of it's winter?''

''Look! I'm almost naked, it's not winter. The land are probably still fertile in the reach, but those cutthroats are not with us.''

''We should hail Stannis, and not the boy king.'' he sneered.

''Stannis?'' one of the crowd asks,

''The man that took the onion knight?''

''If we help him take this city, maybe he will give us what we needs. Maybe he is not as arrogant as these golden haired cunts.''

_I seem to agree. They have a.. different kind of passion in their talk, and they seem to actually mean to join Stannis Baratheon in his war. Such.. hunger makes people do all kinds of weird things, and I personally wonder what they will do when the king arrives. Kill him? Eat the people?_

''The king is at Blackwater.'' a young boy comes in, ''We can go now!'' the little boy that must have been at least 12, is also desperate. The people are all desperate and hungry, and it all shows when someone has a shovel, another has a hoe.

Duncan walked behind them, and wanted to see the interesting things. He didn't want to slander, as he almost felt like he agrees with them, and even takes a little dagger from the box. He wanted to look for his nephew, and make sure nothing happens to him.

They walked and finally arrived at the beautiful sunlight. It was shining, and they stood on a large balcony, and watched guards all around. Duncan heard men whisper. Duncan went down the stairs, as he was on the front row, ready to see the king and his nephew.

''..-may the mother give her blessings,'' he heard the septon say, as they finally went. He first saw a dwarf walk by, with a prince behind him. Then, a lot of guards walked with haste, and Joffrey right beside a large man with a burned face.

''All hail the king!'' a man shouted,

''Seven blessings your grace,'' another man said, and the king smiled arrogantly.

''Stannis!'' someone suddenly shouted, and Duncan knew it was the elder man. Joffrey looked strangely at the crowd, then the younger and smaller man held something in his hands. Duncan looked at him, and he was almost trying to throw something. He threw it. It was cow shit.

He threw it, and sudden chaos happened. Duncan notices his nephew, a bit scarred on his face, and looks like he has gotten a wound, and he did not look happy. Then, the guards held their lances, and the peasants began charging in. Duncan focused on his nephew, and saw him run away with some other men, whilst the king was protected.

A gold cloak ran to Duncan, and Duncan surprised, took the dagger and hit him in the throat. He then ran away, after his nephew, as nobody noticed him. _Not the first time I've killed a man, but still I have no feeling towards it. _He thought, at he ran through the crowd.

He noticed men walking around, killing gold cloaks and Lannister men, but he also noticed them fight back, and killing many in the process. He lost track of his nephew, and ran to the crowd.

He pushed almost 10 men away from him, as he finally arrived to the Red Keep gates. He saw his nephew, running in one of the tunnels, in front of him, a young woman, and 3 other men. Duncan knew he was in danger, so he ran after them.

The tunnel was dark, but he didn't lose track. He saw his nephew on the floor, hurt. He fell on one knee. ''Dan.'' he almost cried,

''Uncle!'' he tried to smile, ''Sansa, the girl.. help her.'' he choke, but he got up with an almost broken leg. He ran after Sansa, and Duncan behind him. Duncan noticed a sword, and they saw the three men trying to unclothe the young girl, but Duncan ran with a fury, and stabbed him in the heart. The other one tried to strike him, but Duncan was quick, and stabbed him in his neck. The third guy, begged for mercy, but Dan, filled with ruthless, killed him in one hit.

They all stood there.

''Why are you scarred?!'' Duncan screamed at his nephew, and took no notice of the girl.

''I got hit by those guards.'' he said confidently, but scared nonetheless.

His uncle slapped him.

''Don't you fucking lie to me!'' he cried, ''Why are you scarred?!'' he asked once again,

''It's nothing.'' he answered, with no longer the confidence in him.

The girl got up and stood tight. She tried to say something, but was wounded.

''I swear to the old and the new, if you get scarred again and don't tell me why, I will make that face of yours a shithole.'', ''Do you understand?!''

''Yes uncle.'' he said humble.

''Now, help the girl. I need to get back. Give me daily messages, I'll pay for them..''

_And at that, my nephew went with the girl. They looked good together, but I feel something is going to go wrong, and I never seem to be wrong._


End file.
